MR. LAWRENCE'S POEMS

Ax a very reasonable price in a very pleasant
binding, Mr. Seeker has now collected Mr. D. H.
Lawrence's Poems in two volumes. The enter-
prise is to be applauded. Mr. Lawrence is not
always a poet, but he is always himself. Good or
bad, he is himself, and symptomatic of his time.
Three-quarters of his poems must irritate either
the man who is fastidious about expression and
form or the man who dislikes crude generalisations
about life as a whole or indiscreet revelations of the
life of an individual. The fact remains that Mr.
Lawrence, passionate, brooding, glowering, wor-
shipping man is undoubtedly a man of genius and
big and fiery enough to eat a dozen of his merely
clever contemporaries.

The two volumes are headed, one Rhyming
Poems and the other Unrhyming Poems. It well
exemplifies Mr. Lawrence's logic that the second
volume contains a considerable number of the
poems in rhyme. He did not arrange this as a
feeble, practical joke, probably; he merely did not
notice. He is too febrile, hectic, full of blood and
haunted by dreams to be precise about title-pages
and the arrangement of books. That is the defect
of his qualities. We may be, as we are, fairly
certain that his work will not be logically arranged,
or even arranged as he says it will be; but we
know he will never be dull, and we know, before